
THE KNIGHT WHO FELL
blue touring cnr, with

AnOYAL nickel trimmings rolled
the porlc cochcre of tlic

Helle Meadow Country Club
unl Linn1 to a hall before the carriage
fi i Its occupants n woman of mid-(- i

. im fashionably gowned, a slender,
iiny eyed girl and a man radiant In

t' . latest motorltiB garb alighted,
,i. by the deferential head steward,
an wi re led to a choice corner table on
t' . er.inda.

TV girl sank wearily Into a roomy
w , lo r ehnlr and leaned back among
ti i ushlons.

Wli.it a perfectly beautiful place to
tl ' she said softly, "I have never
I,, ti lu re before."

The man leaned forward, alert, eager
t.' i .itch her every word,

Vi-s- . It Is a good sort of place for the
tlit oe summer months service excel-I- .

nt and everything top notch. It's pear
tlio property I'm developing nt present
toe that's a very Important factor."

The girl turned lur large eyes upon
ram and her Hps curled slightly nt the
turners.

"I was not thinking of any of those
things when I said It was beautiful,"
ill. remarked, as If she were speaking
to a child, "hook at the mysterious
pliom of the thick woods over there,
and that queer, blue shadowy line at
tho horizon that means hills, and the
fold light on the lake!"

Kent smiled and shook his head en-

thusiastically.
"oh, yes: you mean the scdnery.

Well. 1 wish you could read the boost
we give It In our advertising booklets.
Why that scenery Is worth fifty thou-.m- d

a year to me!"
Th' girl looked at him curiously for
moment, then shrugged her shoulders

ever so slightly and began to fuss with
the tea service that a waiter had placed
M ire her.

It was the mother who tried to fill In
the breach.

Knld Is such a fanciful child, Mr.
Kent " she purred, gazing at him tho

title through a disconcerting lorgnon.
'Her father and I tell her-sh- Is a post-t- !

e anachronism. She should have
lr od in the time of Sir Galahad. Pile's
a i dreams and fantasy!"

Kent took the cup Knld was holding
toward lilm.

"Those chaps are all right between
limp leather covers, with lllumlnatrd
type and gilt edges: but how long do
ym suppose one of 'em would lust In
Wall Street?"

"How long would a Wall Ptuet man
h.ive lasted In the search for the Holy
firall?" she retorted gravely. "There

ro no men nowadays. There nre only
male creatures who appropriate the
title with Impunity!"

t'nder the scathing assault Kent
quailed at llrst, then rallied bravely.

"Aren't you a trifle hard, Miss Fos-
ter?" he ventured nt length. "Just what
t your definition of a man?"

The girl leaned her slender arms on
the table before her and placed her
cl.m In the hollow of her clasped hands.
Her eyes were luminous; her lips, viv-

id y red parted slightly.
"A man," she began slowly, "Is one

who has the courage of his convictions
etui will walk Into the Jaws of death to
ri.illze them. A man feels himself the
natural protector of all women and will

nirt danger to shelter the sex. A man
i both tender and brutal, weak and
strong, with a heart that loves passion-
ately and that hates Just as passion-
ately when any meanness or treachery
(hows Itself. That Is my definition of a
man'"

She stopped speaking and looked deep
Into Kent's eyes. He shifted uneasily
miller the calm, steady scrutiny, and
lighted a cigarette to soothe his nerves.

"Well," he declared finally with as
much bravado as he could summon at
tlie moment, "those chaps back In the
tarly clays had it all over us in the mat-
ter of trimmings, with their suits of mall
and horses laden with gay trappings
and battlements and moats and things,"
he finished rather Indefinitely.

"Of course," Mrs. Foster chimed In
tetween two sips of tea.

"Why," Kent went on, warming to
the argument, "Just Imagine a man try-
ing to be knightlike In the middle of
Hroadway' If he yanks a woman from
tinder an automobile truck he's only n
il ib. but In the old days, I suppose,
they'd have put a wreath of laurel on
his brow!"

The girl looked her scorn across the
table and It stung.

"Th" qualities of a knight do not lie
.n vv iM'ii clothes and clinking armor,"
In retorted Indignantly. "They are

in the heart and soul of their
p. ism sor ' "

T'. s seemed to finish the discussion.
T it should have done so there's no
1"tr tig. but the man was loath to let
n He saw his heart's desire slipping
ir in him and ho reached out wildly to
fa e it.

"Well, what can a man do nowadays
to nr-jv- he's not a coward; tell me
t '" he asked meekly. "What could a L

tr..iii do for instance, that would
si. tii ilk.- - a deed of knightly chivalry?"

Tti' girl threw hack her head and
a ia led heartily, and the laugh hurt

a, i' than a sharp retort.
I m sure I don't know," she said

ri y, and consulted a tiny watch in the
hartii,. of her parasol, "If we're to be

3 k In time to dress for dinner I'm
afrj a we'll have to be moving, mother
Jt it "

K( nt pushed back his chair and sum-s- r.

ml the head steward.
H ive my car brought around, please,"

'lereil.
lie threw the light silk folds of tho

motoring wrap about her she
1 ii nt him mlschlevlously.

v
f-.- 1 or came of trying to resur- -'

' iiead past," she whispered.
y is dead.

lb- watched the car bearing his two
K ii mish down the road. After It

.i of sight ho watched tho light
I dust It had raised settle down

r ni. again,
II' riniied the horizon sullenly for

V io and peered disconsolately Into
tlo "K trying to grow enthusiastic
nvi r r mysterious gloom. Ho was
S' i i pliatlon in a vague, curious
'l les paired of ever finding It.

I y.nir pardon, sir, for disturbing
' ' r " The trained tones of the head

III i ' I broke In nnnn hla meditations.
"Mr Ivrry was looking for you nn hour

i' mid he's Just como back. Will you
loin, Mr?"

" k him to come to my room' Kent
n1 wertU.

By Alma Woodward
Throwing his long coat over his arm,

he disappeared through the wide door-
way. .

Two minutes later Perry, a tall loose
Jointed Yankee, chief engineer of Kent's
real estate tlrtn, knocked nt the door and
was told to enter. Much to his delight,
he was greeted warmly, even effusively.
Itefore he had recovered his accustomed
poise he found himself In n low, cush-
ioned chnir. His employer stood before
him, n box of choice cigars In one hand
and n Naming match In the other.

Dazzled by the luxury of It all, Perry
selected a rare perfecto and lighted It.
He knew that he would wake up soon,
but In the meantime what was the use
of letting anything good slide by?

Kent waited until he saw a cloud of
fragrant smoke curl from between the
chief engineer's Hps.

"Uefore you tell me what you want to
sec me about I want to nsk you n few
questions," he began. "First, do any of
the men we have working In our several
gangs live near the Hemlock Terrace
property?"

"Some," replied Perry between puffs.
"There nre two shacks on the Landon
road near the creek eight of 'cm live
there."

"Ah!" The word slipped triumphantly
from his employer. "Now I'm going to
let you Into a little something, Just to
see of what sort of clay you're made!"

Perry stopped pulling. It sounded as
If his dignity were about to be put up
as a target for satirical shafts,

"What do you mean?" he ventured.
Kent patted him fraternally on the

shoulder and went Unit to his chair.
"I wouldn't tell you this. Perry," he

confided in n gentle, hesitating manner,
"If 1 hadn't the utmost faith In your
loyalty and ability to keep things to
yourself."

The Introduction sounded well.
Clearly there wasn't going to be the
least thing damaging to dignity in the
disclosure.

"Have you ever !oen in love?" asked
Kent rather sheepishly.

"Sure!" Here was common ground.
"I was In love with four sisters, nnd
they nil died."

The sepulchral information rather
floored the president. He coughed, be-
cause he didn't know exactly what else
to do.

"Yes. I've had tierce luok In love."
continued the pulling Don Juan. "Just
ns soon as I cottoned to one of 'em she'd
up and die. There were two left and the
domlule told the mother that if she
wanted to keep them she'd better tie
the can to me. so she did!"

Kent was slightly discouraged. He
had expected n somewhat liner appre-
ciation of the soft emotion; but he
realized that It was now or never,

"That's too bad seemed a sort of
fate, didn't It?" he sympathized.

"You bet! Hut what's the matter
you In love?" Perry accused rather
man questioned.

Kent nodded.
"I'm In love with a very beautiful,

sweet girl," he explained; "but she's got
an Idea that I'm too practical, too full
of business. She wants mush and ro-
mance. That comes of reading wild
tales, medlii'Val jams you know!"

"Sure!" agreed Perry coolly. "'Dead-By- e

Dick.' 'Rough-Hous- e Hufus,' and
that truck."

"Ye-es,- " gasped Kent: "that stuff.
She thinks we all ought to go around
fighting duels nnd cutting up our fel-
low men. Just to win a lady's favor.
She's a lovely girl, you understand; but
she has notions."

There were sympathy nnd under-
standing In the chief engineer's eye.
His experience with the four dear de-
parted ones bad acquainted him with
the fnct that battle, murder nnd sud-
den death go hand In hand with love.

"Now Just a minute ago," the presi-
dent went on, waxing enthusiastic, "an
idea enme to me whereby, with your
aid, I can produce the desired effect. I
am helpless, though, without your aid,
my dear Perry."

The'humble confession, strengthened
by repetition, made Perry's heart swell.
He mentally tested the strength of his
right arm and prepared to offer up his
life, If necessary, on the altar of his
employer's love.

"Suppose," Kent began eagerly, "sup-
pose that night, nlxmt 9:30,
an automobile contnlntng two Indies
and a man should roll along the Lnn-do- n

road near the creek. At 9:30, these
moonless nights. It's as dark as the Plu-

tonian regions along there. Isn't It?"
"Darker 'n yes, It's fierce dark!"

amended Perry,
"Well, what could lie easier than a

little holdup fake, of course? Then
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the man In the machine that's me
gets up nnd does the blng-bln- g act with
a six shooter, puts the highwaymen to
the bad, saves the ladles nnd spins nway

a hero! Are you on?"
Perry twisted nervously In his chair.
"No: can't sny that I am. cap. Give

us that last once more, will you?"
Kent cleared his throat. He hud It

nil worked out so beautifully In his own
mind that It seemed stupid of Perry
not to understand Immediately.

"About 9:30 night," he be-
gan again, this time painstakingly,
"nn automobile, containing the young
lady with whom I'm In love, her
mother nnd myself, will glide quietly
along the Landon road near the creek.
Just In the darkest spot the eight men

ou speak of, who live In shacks right
there, headed by you, will hold up the
machine.

"The ladles will no doubt be terror-stricke-

Then I pull out my trusty
gun, kill half n dozen of you, and toot-to-

away safely. It'll show me up
great and that's nil that's necessary;
lifter that the wedding march and
orange blossoms are easy. Are you
on?"

The lank one scratched his head
thoughtfully.

"Yes. I'm on all light but where do
we get off?" he Inquired after a mo-
ment.

"We? Who?"
"Why. the boys nnd me. Do we get

plugged full of perfectly good lead Just
to do parlor stunts for the dames?"

The president hastened to renssuro
htm.

"( inly blank cartridges," be whispered.

You hnvc got to do a little

FUN AND MONEY IN DRIED APPLES
Old Fashioned Apple Bees Are Still Popular With Many of Our Farmers,

Who Find a Ready Market f c r Their Dried Rroduct

Top Drying the

Imys acting
It s as easy ns rolling off a log, Just

fall down In the dust n few times, kick
n little bit, nnd then die n few groans
might help some, nnd a shriek here and
there. Think you can manage It 7"

"If you say for sure that there'll be
no target practice I guess I can get the
boys to do it up brown,
night at 9:30, you say? All light,
cap!"

II.
At 9:2.'. the following night n royal

blue touring car. with headlights
strangely dim, slowed down as It neared
n crossroads. Two spectral white
posts pointed phantom fingers In right
angled directions.

"We'll go this way," decided the one
male occupant, twisting his wheel sud-
denly.

The girl sitting beside him. laid n
slender ungloved hand on his arm.

"Oh, no that road looks so dark!"
she shuddered. "Let's go the other
way."

"Hut thts Is the nearest way home,"
protested the man. "It's getting too
cool for your mother to In? out, I think.
Ilesldes, why do you fear when you are
with mo?" He said this gravely very
gravely.

The girl shrugged her shoulders
slightly. It was not a disparagement of
his protective virtues, but merely u
flgn of ncqtilesoence. The stillness was
unbroken. There wasn't even the night
call of some wandering bird. Once the
left wheel splashed through a black
puddle and the sound seemed extraor-
dinarily loud.

A little further on a light breeze
sprang up and rustled the tow bushes
along the roadway with that ghostly,
whispering sound that Is so nearly
human In the dark.

apples. Bottom Old time

"Why nre we going so slowly?"
breathed the girl, afraid of the sound
her own voice was going to make,

"Hecnuse the road Is rather tricky,"
answered her escort lightly, "nnd a lit-

tle further on there's a good sized creek.
You wouldn't care especially for a noc-
turnal plunge, would you?"

"Oh, Mr. Kent!" This In a well bred
wall from the tonncau. "Do Ik? careful
driving over It! Those planked bridges
nre usually so treacherous! I don't see
why we came this way at nil really 1

don't!"
"My dear Mrs. Foster" Kent turned

apologetically "It Is all my fault, and 1

dare say you'll never want to go motor-
ing with me again. It was so dark that
I made a mistake nt the second cros-
singgoing south Instead of east. It'll
make us peihnps half an hour later
getting Into town, that's all."

The lady In the tonncau settled more
closely In her rugs, determined to make
the best of It, but the girl touched him
again over so slightly nnd sent the
blood leaping through Ills veins,

"Perhaps If you put on Just n little
more sliced it wouldn't seem so ghostly
and horrible," she urged. "1 don't think
1 ever knew before what real darkness
Is!"

A faint suggestion of'shallow water
slipping over stones came to their ears.

"The creek." explained Kent.
The words had Just left his Hps when

a deep voice out of the gloom com-
manded:

"Halt!"
With a sudden wrench nnd a grinding

of the brake the machine came to n
standstill. There was n series of
staccato shrieks from the tonncau, a
frightened sob from the girl and a low
but forceful bit of profanity from Kent.

Out from the gloom emerged figures

apple cutting.
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of blackness silent, grim nine In nil
Hands up!

The drend order echoed over the
fields. Two pairs of feminine hands
shot spasmodically vertlcat.

"Put up otir hands, Mr. Kent!"
screamed Mrs. Foster In deadly terror.
"They'll kill us they'll murder us'"

"Put up your hands," pleaded the girl
In n low tone. "For my sake. Don'"

"Put up my hands?" echoed Kent
scornfully. "Not on your life! I'll give
them u run for their money! I'll show
them that an American citizen won't
stand for highway rohlery!"

Willi n wild but nt the same time pic-
turesque gesture he whipped his gun
from his hip pocket nnd fired. Full In
the face of that outlaw Kind be fired
once, twice again and yet again, The
reports were deafening; a choking, un-
pleasant smoke tilled the air, and
through It sounded the hlghpltched
shrieks of Mrs. Foster. The girl, tense
and silent, waited for the smoke to clear
away she knew the utter devastation
that would be revealed!

The smoke cleared, but to her dis-
may, Instead of prostrate, lifeless
forms, she looked upon the original nine
still standing In easy, careless poses
picturesque additions to the scenery.
One man was whistling the "Suwnnee
Itlver" with variations. Then suddenly
the tallest figure of the lot advanced
toward the machine and, lounging
gracefully on the engine, stood with
his nose not three Inches from the
smoking muzzle of Kent's gun.

"That's all right, cap." he said sooth-Ingl-

"That's nil right, but Just put
up your gun for a minute."

The gun slipped from Kent's nerve-
less fingers ami rattled to the Moor of
the car. Mrs. Foster switched to a
minor key: the girl began to cry softly.
The spokesman turned u pocket flash
on her face.

"Don't cry. lady." he said, "We nln't
going to touch you. We Just want to
speak to this gentleman a minute. We
won't harm him. Come along, cap,
right over here for a minute."

"Oh. don't leave us. .Mr. Kent! We
shall all be murdered! If I eer get
out of this alive I'll neer set foot
In another automobile as long as I live'
I'll "

"I told you we wouldn't hurt him,
lady. Won't you take my word for
It?" demanded the man with the Hash.
Come on, cap."

Despite the hysterical pleading of
his terrllled companions, the president
of the Gloria Land and Improvement
Company descended from the machine
and followed the nine across the road,
vanishing almost Immediately into the
darkness. There was one l.ist despair-
ing shriek from the car then silence.oer In a dense clump of trees,
lighted fitfully and faintly by the
pocket Hash, Donald Kent faced his
chief engineer and the eight members
of his concrete laying gang.

"What does this mean?" he splut-
tered, almost choking with rage.

Perry a calming hand on his
heaving shoulder.

"Now, don't you go and get excited,
cap," he said gently, "It's all light
everything's going to turn out all
lght."

"Yes," chimed In a short, thick set
concrete artist. "We Just got a little
paper here for you to sign, an' then
we'll let you go, without touchln' a
hair of your head."

"Paper?" repeated the president
blankly. "What are you talking
about?"

"Well." explained Perry, realizing
that some explanation had to be made,
"when I spieled otT this Imbl up net to
tho boys they were only too anxious
to do It. Why, they'd do anything
for you, cap! Now they've been doin'
ten hours at three sixty a day, haven't
they? Well, what they want is nine
hours at $4. Surely that's reasonable.
ain't It? And they Just thought that i

this would bo an opportune time to hit
for It see?

"We know oil you was a man wot '

iiiteu vreryining ileal anil r'g lar, so
we got it all writ out, and Mr. Perry
here brought along his fountain peii.
Now you Jest put yer name at the
end of it, and It'll all be as merry as
a strawb'rry festival. Here, Tom, hold
the flash fer cap he can't see to write
In the dark!"

Kent leaned limply against a tall
birch. The carefully nurtured Human
gladiator aspect was no more.

"The l.idlesil certainly catch cold out
there in that there car!" suggested one.

"Sign it an' get nway at once," ad-
vised Perry. "It's the most sensible
thing to do. Come on!" He held out
the slip of paper encouragingly.

"Oh, I don't mind the money so
much," confessed Kent, adressliig him-
self to the engineer: "but after what
I told you yesterday afternoon I should
think you'd be ashamed to do this!"

Perry hung his head.
"It lay with the Imys," ho siid,
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"They're not harming you. They only
want their rights, cap.

"I told you I wanted to pull off thlj
scrap to Impress the young lady. My
happiness depended on It; nnd hero
you've made me look a fool, a cownrd,
a simpleton!"

Kent's voice broke slightly; tho
Indignity of It was simply oerwhelm-lug- .

"No such thing," Interrupted Perry.
"Ah soon ns you sign this we're going
to put up a game fight. You'll be n
hero In ten minutes, cap!"

"Oh, yes!" sneered Kent, "With my
gun lying tin the floor of the car'"

Perry extended another.
"Here's mine," he said. "I thought

yours might give out. Now Just as
soon as you get your name written you
start the scrap, nnd veil chime In!"

Kent took the fen and by the Inter-
mittent light of the Hash signed his
name. Perry blew on the wet Ink,
folded the slip and placed It carefully
111 an inside pocket.

"Now"' he signalled.
Kent promptly hauled off and landed

one that sang on the lower Jaw of tho
nearest concrete modeller. Then, with
a hoarse oath here anil n muttered an
swer there, the tight was on. In tho
hot fury of it tlie Jiitubled mass of hu-
manity edged across the road again to
where the stalled machine stood.

Kent slashed here and batted there.
His blood warmed with the glory of It
as man after man went down to tho
dust before his wild, unskilled blows.
Then in the dimness of his conscious-
ness, he thought he beard:

"Give him a good soak! You'll never
have the chance again! Hand him ono
for tne'"

Suddenly he found himself the centro
of attraction a magnet toward which
all blows came, straight ns n homing
dove, with never n hint of deviation.
He must surely be dreaming. Soon he
would awake from the unpleasant
nightmare; but In the meantime some
one was carrying out those Instructions
to the last letter!

Finally, with a lait desperate lunge,
he stumbled on the step of his car and
crawled to the seat, trying to stand
erect, Some one neeommoilMtliigly
cranked her up, and Kent, throwing in
tlie clutch, with his last lilt of strength
discharged the contents of the six
chambers at the yelling mob of nine.

About a mill, further lift the road h
stopped his machine under a solitary
arc light and surveyed Its contents.
Stretched obliquely across the seat lay
Mrs. Foster In a dead faint. At her
feet was a crumpled mass of chiffon
veils ami white serge Ihilil, aNo un-
conscious.

Weakly he reached for his pocket
flask, nnd despite his dismay nt bavin;
two fainting females on his hands took
a long, soul reviving pull at It. He
needed a bracer oh, how vividly ho
realized that he needed It'

A few moments later Mrs. Foster
came to. and between them they

the fainting Knld. Then came
tlie crushing blow.

"Yes!" exclaimed tlie mother dramat-
ically, "Knld fainted directly you left
the car, and I fainted when the men
began to knock you around the road!"

Slindes of Sir Galahad' Thu furious
conflict gone for naught'

in.
Next morning the president of tho

Gloria Land and Improvement Company
let himself Into his private ofllee with-
out making undue noise. His left eye
would have furnished splendid material
for a sketch of a Venetian sunset. His
lower Up. pretty well shredded but still
a Up, protruded ungracefully, anil there
was a network of adhesive tape on vari-
ous parts of his head and face.

As he carefully lowered himself Into
Ills chair, a process that was rather

i i f at the moment, the door opened
gently and on his crippled sight dawned
the length of his chief cm.ii r.

Kvery drop of blond that had sur-
vived the previous night's shedding roso
to the president's face. He reached for
something in Ids hip pocket but it was
Hot there.

"Won't Keep you a minute, rap."
whispered Perry colitiilentially; "hut
say. Just between us two last night
In the scrimmage one of the boys missed
his watch, an heirloom from his grand-
father. It can't be found anywhere.
How about It anything doing, cap?"

With a sigh of complete surrender
and n weak flutter of his vivid eyelids
the would-b- e knight reached deep Into
his pocket and drew out a yellowback.
Then without a word he rose carefully
from his chair and led his betrayer
to the door.

As the sound of vanishing footfalli
came to his ears tlie president of the
Gloria Laud and Improvement Com-
pany addressed the Inkwell on his
desk:

" 'No good ever came of trying to
lesiiiTcct the past. Chivalry Is dead.'"
He stopped for a moment, then added
viciously: "Yes, and last night It was
cremated!"
(Coiiurlyht, The. Frank A, Munscy Co.)

"Showing How It Happened"
hQIIHWINO just how an accident

happened Is .sometimes serious
business," said the adjuster of

an accident Insurance company. "Tho
settlement of a claim Isn't made any
easier by having some reckless person
Insist on Illustrating Ju- -t how the thing
occurred nnd then losing a hand, an
arm or perhaps his life, before your
very eyes.

"I shall never forget an elevator accl.
dent Hint occurred in tin. early days of
my adjusting. The elevator was in an
old building which had I n remodelled
for npartments and olllces.

"A tenant rang the elevator bell on
one of the upper floors, As then, was
no response to bis signal he put his
head over the metal lattice work that
enclosed the shaft to see It the elevator
was up or down. Just then tlie elevator
started, the heavy weights came down
nnd crushed his skull,

"When I came to look the ground
over the Janitor Insisted on showing mo
Just how the man met his death As an
Illustration ho put his head out Into I ho
elevator shaft. Again tl levator
started, tho weights came down as be-

fore, and Instead of one claim to settle
there were two, although of course tha
latter one was set aside on thu ground
of gross carelessness.

"Another case was where a woman
employed In a steam laundry had four
ringers so crushed that amputation was
necessary. The next day, in an at-
tempt to show me 'Just how the thing
happened,' another woman lust her en-
tire hand and amputation was neces-
sary above, the wrist.

"Nowadays when I go to the scene of
an accident I say: 'Give me full par-
ticulars, show me the place and th'
position of the Injured person, but for
heaven's sake don't duplicate the acci-
dent for the sake of showing me 'ym
how'!"


